Tie, MJlorie 

That were his lackics : I cried humj.an.cT well, go to " 

But inarktiiim riot a worth O, he is as tedious * 

As a tyred boric, a railing wife* 

Worle then a fmoky.boufci I Jiadratherliue 
With cheefe and garhkehya Windmill far. 

Then feetle on cates, and haue him taiketo me 0 , 
in any fuurmer-houfe in Chriilendonie; 

Tiler. In faith lie is a worthy Gentleman,, 
fcxceedingly well read andpr.ofite.d 
In ftrange concealments, valiant as a lion,. 

And wondrous affable;. and as bountifull 
As mines of India: lhall Itcllyou, coofen, . .. 

He holdsyour temper in-a high rcfpbtfyl 
And curbs himf^tfe* euen of his naturall icope. 

When you come erode lus humor, faith he does? 

I warrant you* that man is notaliue. 

Might fo hauc tempted him, as you haue done. 

Without the elite of danger and reproof e : 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreatyou. 

W'or, In faith,my Lord’, you arc too wilfull blame,. 

And fince your comming hither haue done enough 
To put him quite befide his patience : 

Y ououift needs Icarne, Lord, to amend thisfault, 

Though fometimes it fhew greatneftejeourage, blcud, 

And that’s the dearefl grace it.rcnders you. 

Yet oftentimes it doth pcefcntharfti rage, 

Defeft of maners^wanc of gouernment*. 

Pride, hautinefle,. opinion, and diidaine,. 

Tiieleaflof \vliich,.liantinganobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearcs,and dcaues behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of ail parts befides. 

Beguiling them of commendation,. 

Hot, Well, I am (choold,.good maners be your fpeed^ 
Here come our wiues,andlet vs takcour leauc. 

Ent^rC lendo^oer )toith the Ladies , 

71/or. This is die deadly fpight that .angers me, 

My wife can lpcake no Engliih. I no Welili. 

Glen. My daughter weepes, fheiflc not part with you, 

Shecle 


U 


of Henry the fourth* 

CWlebe a fculc&er too.fhee* ie to the wars, 

S ^/or. Good father tell hcr,that Hie, and my Aunt Percy 
ci ia 1 follow in your conduct fpeedily. 
b Clendolerff cakes to her in Wehh.and (he metres 

him in the fame* 

good vpon. ^ Ladie fpeakes in l V elsh 

Trior. I vnderftand thy loo kcs,that prettie Welili, 

Which diou powreft downc from thele fvvelling heauens, 

I am too perfect m,and but for fliame 
In fuch aparley fhould /anfwerethee. 

The Lady againe in Welsh. . . 

Mor. I vnderftand thy kiftes,and thou mine, 

And that's a feeling ; dt , p utat * on: 

B ut I vi ill neuer be a truant l° uc > 

Till l haue Iearn’d thy langua?c,for thy tongue 
Makes Welili as fweet as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a fummers bowre. 

With rauifliing diuifiotvto her Lute* 

Clen. Nay^youmelvhenwiUfherunnemad. 

TheLady fpeakes Ogaine in U^elsh. 

Trior. O, /am ignorance it felfe in this* 

Clen * She bids you on the wanton nifties lay you down?, 

A nd reft y our gentle head vpon her lap* 

And flie will fing the fong that pleafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crowne the God or llecpe. 

Charming your blood with pleafing heauinene^ 

Makingluch difference twixt wake andfleepe^ 

As is the difference betvyixtday and night, 

The houre before the licauenly harneft teeme 

B egins ins golden progreife in the Eaft. ... 

Trior. With all my heart, ile fit and heare her img, 

B y that time will our booke I thinke be drawne. 

' Clen. Dofo,andthofe muficions that ftiallplay to you. 
Hang in the aire atlioufand leagues from hence, 

And lira: glit they lhall be here, fit and attend* .. 
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